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of socks to one of my brothers. But when he visits a store the clerks
probably mistake him for a movie star shopping incognito. Last
month he ordered six ten-dollar neckties, six, mind you, and three
monogrammed shirts. I returned the neckties, but the shirts couldn't
be returned. When Nils first went to work for his present employ-
ers he needed a suit of clothes. One suit. He bought four suits; two
were tailor-made. At the time the four suits were delivered I was
going barelegged on the street to save money for the white stock-
ings I had to wear at work.
If he had been brought up in the lap of luxury it might be easier
for me to accept his silly, selfish buying habits. His father was
harder hit by the depression than mine, and there were twelve
children in that family to feed and clothe. Last summer I took our
son back East so he could meet his grandparents on both sides. My
parents, my sister, and my brothers showered Kyle with gifts and
love exactly as though he had been born to us. Nils's mother had
died a few months earlier. His father just grunted at our child, and
I forgave because he seemed sad and lonesome. I suggested he re-
turn West with us for a three-weeks* visit. Kyle and I rode tourist
class, and I used the savings to pay my father-in-law's fare. Al-
though he had just sold the home place for a fair price he didn't
offer to buy his own ticket, and he didn't stay with us three weeks.
He stayed six months.
During that time my father-in-law had so much trouble with his
teeth that he couldn't digest his food. I arranged for a dentist at-
tached to a hospital where I'm on the registry to make a denture
for him; I was allowed a courtesy rate, and the $500 denture was
billed at $300. My father-in-law was delighted with his new teeth,
but refused to pay for them, and my husband also refused. In
order to maintain my reputation at the hospital I entered Kyle in a
atusery boarding school, took on a twenty-four-hour private case,
and finally, after several weeks of hard work, I paid the dentist in
faE Neither Nils nor his father was grateful. Nils said I was a
cteuoap for letting his dad get the best of me; his father said I was
foolish IK& to let the dentist whistle for his money.